I refer to those appetites which bestir themselves in sleep;
when, during the slumbers of that other part of the sool, which
is rational and tamed and master of the former, the wild animal
part, sated with meat and drink, becomes rampant, and pushing
sleep away, endeavours to set out after the gratification of
its own proper character. You know that in such moments
there is nothing that it dares not do, released and delivered
as it is from any sense of shame and reflection. It does not
shrink from attempting in fancy unholy intercourse with a
mother, or with any man or deity or animal whatever; and
it does not hesitate to commit the foulest murder, or to indulge
Itself in the most defiling meats. In one word, there is no
limit either to its folly or its audacity.

PLATO, "Republic," Book DC.

Man, forsooth, prides himself on his consciousness! We
boast that we differ from the winds and waves and falling
stones and plants, which grow they know not-why, and from
the wandering creatures which go up and down after their
prey, as we are pleased to say without the help of reason.
We know so well what we are doing ourselves and why we
do it, do we not? I fancy that there is some truth in the view
which is being put forward nowadays, that it is our less con-
scious thoughts and our less conscious actions, which mainly
mould our lives and the lives of those who spring from us.
SAMUEL BUTLER, "The Way of All Flesh,"
Chapter II.